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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy, cause you make it all posible. As always, I'd love to know what you think. 


Bruce rocked on the balls of his feet, giving his palms a quick wipe on the legs of his jeans. "This is easy, 
nothing to it. Just knock, the worst can happen is he tells you to fuck off and.." Jumping back with a surprised 
yelp as the door opened, Bruce struggled to appear unfazed at the sight of an equally startled Steve. 


"Bludi ‘ell Bruce, you scared the fuck outta me!" 
"Sorry Harry, didn't mean to do that, | was just wondering if you were going down for dinner and if you were 
when you were going down, bloody nuisance this is to find out last minute we have a night off and have to 


split up for hotels and did you say you were going down for dinner?" 


Steve leaned on the doorframe, crossing his arms over his chest and laughing. "Fink you should breaf 


somewhere in all that Bruce?" 


Bruce tucked his chin in, raising an eyebrow and grinning back. “All about breath control Harry, with one good 


suck you can blow for a long time." 


"Bruce, | think I'm scared to ask how you practice that." Adrian's voice made Bruce jump, his eyes sending a 


silent apology to Steve. 


"We were gonna stop by and see if you wanted to come to dinner wif us." Steve stepped out of his room, 
pulling the door shut behind him. Steve cocked his head, trying to read Bruce's face. "Go atead Adrian, we'll 
catch up." 


Adrian shrugged, heading for the lift and leaving the other two alone in the hall. Steve turned back to the door, 
unlocking it and stepping back inside his room. "Wot's up Bruce?" 


Bruce followed Steve inside, taking a seat on the edge of the bed Steve leaned against the dresser, waiting for 
Bruce to answer. Bruce picked up Steve's jacket from the bed, twisting the material in his hands. 


Had this all planned before, now cant think of a bloody thing to say can you mate? 


"Well, | haven't really had time to talk to you since the other night and | wasn't sure if you were avoiding me 
or what happened or what, so | thought I'd ask you flat out and that way there is no mistake on either of our 
parts." 


"Ask me wot? Am | avoiding you? No, | don't fink | ‘ave. Avoiding wot ‘appened? Not bludi easy to do if you fink 
about it. And wot mistake? And stop wringing me bludi jacket before you tear it” 


Bruce chuckled, unwrapping the jacket from his hands and tossing it over onto a chair. A silver ring dropped 
from the pocket, the metal glinting in the patch of light on the carpet, cast by the sliver of sun shining 
through the curtains. Bruce leaned forward, picking up the ring and holding it up in front of him. 


"What is..? Noooood Why Stephen Percy Harris, what have you been doing?" Bruce cracked up at the rush of 
color flooding Steve's face, the bassist groaning as he reached out, trying to snatch the ring from Bruce's 


hand. 
"Bludi ‘elll Gimme tha’ Bruce!" Bruce rolled back on the bed, twisting his body and avoiding Steve's lunge. 


"No, no Harry! Come on mate, tell Brucie all about it!" Bruce jumped up from the bed, running around the foot 
as Steve rolled across and came behind him, laughing. Steve managed to hook Bruce's shirt with his fingers, 
yanking him back to land on the bed. Dropping an elbow in the middle of Bruce's chest, Steve caught the ring, 
giving it a hard twist and freeing it from Bruce's grasp. 


"Bludi arsehole." He rolled to the side of the bed and sat up, swinging his legs around and resting his feet on 


the floor. Bruce scooted over and sat beside him, nudging his shoulder against Steve's. 


"Come on mate! Where, when and why?" 


Steve screwed up his face, holding the ring in the air and turning it back and forth. "When Rod sent us off? | 
‘ad told ‘im | wanted to go off to play some tennis and footie and jus' relax. But, wot ‘appened was | got a 


lesson in control. In a quite enjoyable way." 
Bruce reached over and took the ring from Steve's fingers. "So | take it you wore this?" 


"Yeah, | did. When | lef, Cat told me to keep it as a bit of a remembrance." Steve snorted and shook his head. 


"Course, | might haf a bit of a problem explaining it when | go ‘ome." 


Bruce leaned to the side, making soft tsking sounds and shaking his finger at Steve. "Of all the people | know, 
you would be one of the last | would expect to see getting involved in games like that Harry." Steve's eyes 


narrowed. Flipping his hair back over his shoulder, he carefully studied Bruce. 


"Why Bruce? Seems fings ‘ave ‘appened a bit more recent that should surprise you even more." Bruce 


shrugged, leaning forward and fiddling with the ring. 


"| don't know, Harry. I'm still wondering if you're alright with what happened." And if there's any chance of it 
happening again mate. 


"Bruce, it ‘appened. Its nofink to be done now, so l'm not worrin’ over it" Steve stood, walking back over to the 
dresser and picking up his key card. Sliding it in his pocket, he turned back to Bruce. "I'm ‘ungry and Adrian is 
probably finking we forgot about ‘im." 


Bruce kept his face averted as he rose, holding the ring out to Steve. "You go ahead, I've got something | need 
to do first, and then I'll be down" Steve caught his arm as he passed, spinning Bruce to face him. 


"Wot the fuck is wrong wif you? Wot are you pissed about?" 
"l'm not pissed, | just would like a straight answer to a simple fucking question!" 


Steve laughed, his fingers still locked around Bruce's forearm. "Wot question? | can't answer the bludi question 
wifout knowing wot it is y'know? If yer askin’ me if I'm ok wif wot ‘appened, yeah. If yer askin’ if its gonna 
‘appen again, well that's not just up to me. Any of tha' answer yer question?" 


Bruce grinned; the difference in his expression leaving Steve once again astounded at the mercurial mood 
changes of the singer. "Well, in fact it did. And I'm going to take a stab and say that | would be the other one 


it was up to and I'm voting yes." 


Steve plucked the cock ring from Bruce's fingers. "Well right now l'm voting we get down to the pub, cause l'm 
'ungry" Steve stumbled, yelping as Bruce's hands closed on the front of his shirt, balling the material up in his 


fists. "Fuck Bruce! Yer pullin’ out me ‘air!" 


Steve found himself flat on his back on the bed, Bruce straddling his thighs and keeping his fists pressed to 
Steve's chest. "So, were you the one who had to lose control Harry? Or did you end up teaching her?" Steve 
dug his fingers into Bruce's arms, arching his back off the bed and trying to flip them over. 


"Ow! Fuck Me back!" Steve groaned, flopping back on the mattress and throwing his arm over his eyes. Bruce 
scrambled off him, kneeling beside Steve on the bed and swearing. 


"Shit! How bad is it?" 


Steve shook his head, groaning louder. "I don't know. Gimme a ‘and." Bruce took the offered hand, rising up on 
one knee to lean over Steve and pull him up, trying to keep his back as straight as possible. 


"Fuck Harry, I'm sorry. Is it bad?" Steve dropped his chin to his chest, letting the long curls of hair cover his 
face. Bruce reached without thinking, brushing them behind Steve's shoulder with the backs of his fingers, his 
hand hesitating with the realization of the intimacy of the gesture. Bars of iron suddenly closed on his wrist, 

drawing a surprised yip from Bruce, his body flipping over and slamming back down onto the mattress, Steve 

now straddling him. 


"Nah, not too bad Bruce." Steve pinned Bruce's arms above his head, laughing breathlessly as the shorter man 
struggled under him. "But fanks fer askin'!" 


"You're an ass Harris." Bruce gave up, his chest and ribs heaving as he took in great gulps of air. The struggle 
had ended with Steve firmly astride Bruce's thighs, their crotches pressed together with the forward shift of 


Steve's weight as he held Bruce's arms above his head. 


"Don’ you fink we're a bit old to be rollin’ round like schoolboys?" Steve hissed, a slow roll of Bruce's hips had 
rubbed their cocks together, causing both to jump, the shafts rapidly filling with blood. Bruce shuddered, his 
cock nearly snapping erect at the sinister smile spreading over Steve's face. "And I'm finking we ‘ad better get 
downstairs before Ade comes lookin’ for us and we ‘ave to explain why we're outta breaf with our dicks ‘ard. 
One fing before we leaf...” 


Releasing Bruce's wrists, Steve backed down his thighs, unhurriedly unbuttoning the fly of Bruce's jeans and 
tugging the zipper down. Bruce tipped his head back, gathering fistfuls of the bedspread and pushing his hips up 
as Steve pulled the jeans down to the tops of his thighs, the calloused fingers tugging his cock and balls free. 
Bruce swore, pushing up on his elbows and watching Steve. 


"This might be even more difficult to explain you know." 


Steve snickered, his eyes searching the bed. "Ah, got it!" Leaning over, he picked up the cock ring, unlocking the 
catch and raising an eyebrow at Bruce. With a groan, Bruce fell back on the bed, pressing the heels of his 
hands to his eyes. The closing of Steve's hand around his cock drew a hiss of breath, his hips jerking up to 


meet the rough caress, grumbling when the hand moved away. A brushing of hands and fingers around his 


groin brought another groan, Steve carefully arranging Bruce's cock and balls to place the band of metal 
correctly. Bruce felt the cock ring slip into place, the gradual tightening of the metal bringing a dark shiver of 
pleasure down his spine. 

Steve wrapped his fingers around Bruce's cock, stroking it slowly. "Too tight?" Bruce shook his head, thrusting 
his hips to meet the lazy wanking motions of Steve's hand. Bruce squealed, nearly shooting off the bed at the 
unexpected tapping of Steve's fingers on his balls, the pads dragging over the skin. Each firm rap from the 
rough fingertips jarred the heavy orbs inside the sac, sending needle tipped stabs of pleasure radiating out 


from his groin. 

"Fuck Steve, thats bloody good." 

Steve laughed, immediately stopping and climbing off of Bruce's legs. Ignoring the rising tide of protests, he slid 
over to the edge of the bed and stood, turning around and give a nod. "Ave to keep in practice y'know. Come 
on, I'm bludi ‘ungry.” 

Bruce frowned. "You expect me to wear this to dinner?" 

Steve nodded again, his eyes starting to crinkle as the grin widened. 

‘lm going to spend the entire time with my dick hard?" 


"The longer it takes for you to get yer arse ready and down, the longer it stays on" 


Bruce put his feet flat on he bed, pushing his back up in a bridge and raising his arse. Still cursing, he yanked 
his jeans up, turning his head to look at the now aggravating grin on Steve's face. "And if | don't wear it?" 


Steve shrugged, the grin turning up another notch. "Nofink" 


"Nothing? Nothing as in nothing will happen because Bruce didn't listen? Or nothing as in nothing will happen 


except what was going to happen?" 
The aggravating grin had now progressed to an irritating snicker. "Jus! wot | said Bruce, nofink" 


Bruce bounced off the bed and stalked over to Steve, his eyes narrowed. "Nothing whaf? It makes no difference 


if | wear it or not?" 
The snicker was irritating. The sustained burst of braying was out and out bloody annoying. Bruce fastened his 
jeans, crossing his arms and waiting for Steve to regain control. A last snort from the bassist seemed to 


signal the return to sanity. 


"Bruce, wot the fuck is wrong wif you? If you dont wanna wear it, take it off. Nofink will ‘appen' 


"So if | take it off you're still gonna fuck me?" 


There's subtlety for you Bruce, just cut night to the heart. Don't even attempt to hide the fact you came in here 
ready to beg 


Steve didn't answer, walking past Bruce and into the bathroom. Bruce cursed, determined to wait for an 
answer, fighting the urge in ever fiber of his being to chuck it all and leave. Motion in the corner of his eye 
brought a tensing through his back, his mouth opening to repeat the question The arm that caught him 
around the waist was the only thing that kept him from sinking to the floor when a hard and unmistakable 
bulge pressed against him. Steve's other hand came around, holding something to show to Bruce, his hips 


grinding against the firm cheeks of Bruce's arse. 
"Lube? You bought lube?" 


Steve grunted, his teeth scraping the back of Bruce's neck, drawing a hard shudder. "Ad to, be a right cock up 


if | didn’ ‘ave me conditioner." 

The shrill ring of the phone startled them both. Giving Bruce's neck a final nip, Steve let him go and walked to 
the desk to pick up the receiver. "Ello?" Bruce crept up behind Steve and reached around, his hand settling 
over Steve's cock. "Yeah we're..fuck" Bruce grinned, his hand cupping Steve's balls, massaging them firmly. 
"Nofink, | caught me toe on the leg. No | ‘ave me shoes on..we're comin! Couple fings we ‘ad to get straight 
first." Steve grit his teeth, grabbing Bruce's wrist. "Five minutes, right.” Hanging up the phone he turned to 


face Bruce. “Bludi ‘ell, just grab me dick wif no warning or anyfing.’ 


"Next time I'll call ahead." Bruce snickered, giving Steve's balls a last squeeze and releasing him. Stepping closer, 


he paused, tilting his head slightly to look at Steve. 

So mate, is this just about getting off or..? 

"I told Ade five minutes, we'd better get goin." Steve checked his pockets, making sure the key card was still in 
place. Going to the door, he looked back over his shoulder. "You comin?" Bruce sighed, starting across the 
room, trying to keep his engorged cock from rubbing against the tight denim. 

"Fuck, how long did you have this thing on?" 

Steve snorted, opening the door and following Bruce out of the room. 

"Ours mate, bludi ‘ours." 


"How did you stand it?" 


"After a bit, yer balls ‘urt so bad you forget ‘ow much your dick aches." 


"Hours? Really?" 
Steve pushed the button to summon the lift, giving Bruce a smug grin. 
“Ours and ‘ours. 


Bruce groaned again, stepping into the lift and leaning against the wall. He snapped his fingers as a thought 
came back to him. 


"Steve, earlier, you said something about keeping in practice. What were you talking about? How is that 


practice?" 
Steve grinned, that irritating smile back in place. 
"| was playin’ Trooper" 


Bruce slumped down in his seat, trying to find a position to ease the ache between his legs. He'd eaten so fast 
Adrian had snidely asked him who was waiting up in his room or did he have an appointment, and Steve, well 
Steve was no bloody help. He seemed to have gone out of his way to be anything but a help. First there was 
the occasional rub of his thigh against Bruce's, then there was the hand that had found its way to Bruce's 
crotch while Adrian had stepped away to the loo. That hand had Bruce so flushed when Adrian returned that 
he had asked if Bruce was ill. And not to mention that there was a rather large wet spot on the front of his 
jeans from the steady leak of precum. Didn't help that Steve just sat there with that fucking smile on his face 
looking so bloody pleased now did it? After pointedly yawning and acting as if he was two minutes from falling 
asleep on the table, the other two had seemed to get the point. 


"Well, I'm off to bed. See if | can catch up on some of this sleep I've been missing. We have a late afternoon 


flight, right Harry?" 

"Right, free o'clock. Be down in the lobby round one." 

"Right, will do. Night Bruce. Night Harry." 

"Night Adrian!” Adrian looked puzzled, scratching his chin 

"You sure you're alright Bruce?" 

NO! Im not bloody all right; those amazingly talented fingers of our bassist are currently playing some fucking tune 


on my dick. My balls ache like a fucking bitch, my dick is so hard | swear if it throbs one more time its gonna 


explode and now he's running scales! 


"l'm good, just a bit knackered." 
"l'Il make sure 'e finds ‘is way to bed Ade. G'night" 


Adrian nodded, giving a lazy wave and leaving the bar. As soon as he was out the door, Bruce's fingers locked 
around Steve's wrist, stilling the motion of his hand. His voice a low hiss, Bruce's eyes shot daggers at Steve. 
"What are you doing? | damn near jumped straight up when you grabbed my dick earlier, but at least H wasn't 
here to notice. This time you purposely did it at the worst possible time!" 


Steve laughed, flashing the waitress a smile as he signed the bill. Waiting for her to walk away, he slid out of 
the booth, cutting his eyes over at Bruce. "Are you gonna sit ‘ere and bitch or wot?" Starting to push his way 
to the edge of the seat, Bruce stopped as Steve leaned over, his mouth close enough to let the heated air of 
his breath flow over Bruce's ear. "Payback's a bitch, innit?" 


Bruce snorted, wincing as he stood, his over sensitized cock sending a flash of painful pleasure through his 
groin. Shouldering past that maddeningly smug smirk on the bassist's face, he stuffed his hands in his pockets 
and walked quickly out of the pub, his body slightly hunched to try to at least partially hide the distended 
crotch of his jeans. Hitting the button to call the lift with his elbow, Bruce felt Steve behind him, not quite 
touching him but it didn't matter, he could feel the weight of him as if he was spooned against his back, 
Steve's groin tucked into his arse... 


The soft bell that signaled the arrival of the lift broke into Bruce's thoughts. Stepping into the car, he went to 
the back wall and turned to lean against it, shifting his eyes to the side and watching Steve as he took the 
place beside him. Bruce growled a curse as two women hurried through the closing doors, chattering away and 


peeking into shopping bags. 
Steve nudged Bruce, canting his head toward the control panel. "You gonna push the button?" 


Bruce leaned past the woman in front of him and jabbed the button marked six. Tilting back to brace himself 


on the wall again, Bruce let out a yelp, his face turning red when the three turned to look at him. 
"Y'right Bruce?" 


Nodding, pasting a smile on his face for the benefit of the women who were now looking a bit nervous, Bruce 


answered Steve through clenched teeth. "Right mate, just had a twinge in my back" 


Steve looked up as the lift halted, the doors opening at their floor. "Right, know ‘ow tha’ feels." Excusing himself 
to the women with one of those stop your heart smiles, Steve got off the lift, putting his hand on the side of 
the car and keeping the doors open. "Fink you can walk?" 


Ím going fo kill him. Right after | find out how he can look so truly concerned and still be smiling like the smuggest 
bastard on the fucking planet. The bloody universe in fact 


"Is good mate, right behind you." Giving a smiling nod to the ladies, Bruce eased from behind them and 
followed Steve down the hall, feeling their stares in his back until the closing doors severed the view. Steve 


ducked away from the punch Bruce aimed for his shoulder, laughing at the irate singer. 
"Wot's the matter wif you?" 
"You grabbed my arse! Unless the bloody wall grew fingers and did it!" 


Steve stopped in front of his room, fishing his key card out of his pocket and opening the door. "Say it a bit 


louder Bruce, | don't fink everyone ‘eard you." 


He walked into the room, not waiting to see if Bruce followed Throwing the key card on the dresser, Steve 
emptied his pockets before going to the window and parting the curtains, peering out at the darkening evening. 
The click of the latch on the door released a sigh; the long curls of hair bouncing as Steve shook his head. 


Bruce joined him at the window, the warm chocolate of his eyes contrite as they studied Steve's face. "| didn't 
think before | said it." 


"Now tha's a shocker!" The sting of the words was softened by the grin on Steve's face. "Bruce not finking 
before ‘e speaks!" 


Bruce snickered. "| should really learn to control that" 


Steve shook his head again, rolling his eyes. "I fink it's a bit late in life to start it now, y'know? Besides, wif you 


runnin’ off at the mouf and soundin’ like a nutter, makes the rest of us look like bleedin’ geniuses." 


Bruce cocked his head, closing the gap between their bodies and tipping his chin to look into the slightly taller 
man's eyes. Pushing Steve's hair away from his neck, Bruce pressed his mouth to the warm flesh, delighting in 
the shudder that ran through Steve. Strong fingers gripped Bruce's hips, Steve's head tilting back to offer 
more flesh to Bruce's mouth, licking, sucking and biting his way up to the strong jaw and over the shadowed 
cheek. 


A sharp tug on his hips brought their groins crashing together, the solid heat of Steve against his aching 
hardness drawing a shaky groan from Bruce, cut off and swallowed in the clashing of Steve's mouth on his. 
Nothing sweet or loving in this kiss, just heat and hunger wrapped in bruising lips and thrusting tongues, cocks 
grinding against each other, breaths panted between battles, teeth clashing as their mouths sucked and nipped. 
Bruce jerked frantically at Steve's shirt, pulling it free of his jeans and lifting it until it caught between them. 


Steve's laughter filled Bruce's mouth as he tried to disengage himself from the uncooperative cloth. "Wait you 
daft sod, let me..." stepping back, Steve bellowed as Bruce yanked the shirt over his head. "Bludi ‘ell, leave me 
nose!" Bruce threw the shirt, stripping his own off and licking his lips. 


"Right, next time watch the nose." Bruce ran his fingers over Steve's chest, closing his mouth over a nipple 


and sucking hard, holding the nub in his teeth and tugging, grinning when Steve's hand caught the back of his 
head and gripped his hair, pulling the short strands as he cursed. 


"Fuck Bruce, you're gonna leave marks! ‘Ow the fuck am | gonna explain teef marks all over me chest?" 


Bruce lifted his head, lapping over the bitten nipple, his tongue worming its way back up Steve's chest and 
tasting the curve of skin at the base of his neck. "Sorry mate, I'll try to remember that” His hands and 
tongue pinched and teased, licked and stroked over Steve's chest, Bruce sinking gradually to the floor as he 
worked his way down Steve's body. Firmly planted on his knees, Bruce looked up at Steve, reaching for the 
waistband of his jeans. 


Steve groaned, the dirty look on Bruce's face as he opened the fly of his jeans causing a surge of blood to his 
cock. Shaking fingers brushed his stomach, the muscles jumping under the skin as the button parted, the rasp 
of the zipper the only sound except for the harsh breathing from the two men. Peeling the jeans apart, Bruce 
nuzzled his face into the thick dark hair, inhaling the scent of sweat and the sharp odor of lust. Steve growled, 
leaning back and pushing his hips forward as Bruce's tongue lapped the base of his shaft, moving down the 


slowly exposed flesh as the jeans were lowered. 


Bruce's mouth was poised to catch the swollen head as it sprang free, slapping the roof of his mouth, the 
ridge grazing his teeth and drawing another hard tug on his hair. Backing up, he let the head slip from his 
mouth, rolling his eyes up and looking at Steve as he extended his tongue, teasing it over the tip and lapping 
the precum off the throbbing head. Opening his mouth, Bruce took the head inside, closing his lips firmly 
around the shaft and rubbing his tongue over the underside. He let Steve's hand pressure him forward, sucking 
the shaft deeper into his mouth, pushing the tip of his tongue against the bulging vein running up the back of 


Steve's cock 
"Cor, thats good..." 


Steve cupped the back of Bruce's head, placing his other hand under his jaw and feeling the motions of Bruce's 
mouth on his cock The tensing of the jaw as the head was sucked deep, the movements of that rough tongue 
as it fluttered and twisted around the shaft, the convulsions of precum and saliva being swallowed, all in 
constant motion as the full lips stayed clasped tight to the flesh. Bruce groaned, the vibration making Steve's 
cock throb against the roof of his mouth, his own cock pulsing in response. Placing his hands on the front of 
Steve's thighs, Bruce fucked him with his mouth, feeling the ridges of the engorged veins under the skin rub 


over his lips. 


Steve hissed, flexing his hips and meeting the downward press of Bruce's mouth, drawing away as he pulled 
back, wanting nothing more than to slam his cock balls deep into that wet sucking hole. He growled when Bruce 
pulled off his cock, dropping his head and staring down at him, hissing at the sight of Bruce's swollen lips in 
front of his cock, a string of precum stretched to the tip. Putting the palm of his hand flat against the 
underside of Steve's cock, Bruce trapped it against his stomach, dipping his head and catching the skin of 


Steve's sac between his lips. 


Cupping the weight of the orbs in his palm, Bruce nuzzled and licked the skin, taking one of the eggs in his 
mouth and rolling it over his tongue, pressing it to the roof of his mouth and pulling his head back to let it pop 
free, isolating the other one and repeating the process. Licking his way back up the underside of Steve's cock, 
Bruce lapped the precum that had dripped down over his fingers before letting the head rest on his lips. 


Steve hissed as Bruce squeezed his balls, opening his mouth and running his tongue over the head of Steve's 
cock before taking it into his mouth, throating the head until his lips pressed tight to Steve's groin. The fingers 
tightened in his hair, pulling the short strands as Bruce drew back, taking a breath in through his nose and 
suddenly ramming his face back down, hearing Steve howl as his teeth raked the shaft. 


The pain was like an audible snap in Steve's mind. No longer caring if he hurt, maimed or ripped Bruce's head 
off he ground his hips forward, stirring his cock around inside Bruce's throat. Gripping Bruce's hair, the hand 
under his jaw feeling the forced expansion of his throat as Steve's cock forced its way down, he fucked his 
face hard, harsh grunts marking the forward snap of his hips. 


Bruce willed his throat to relax, trying to grab a breath of air when Steve would withdraw, nearly wincing with 
the jolt of the inward strokes. The smooth motions of Steve's hips came faster, his cock throbbing and swelling 
inside the slick tunnel of Bruce's mouth. Bruce pushed two fingers against the skin right behind Steve's balls, 
crying out in pain at the violent yank of his hair, Steve's body freezing as he threw his head back, his mouth 
open, hair cascading down his back, the strands sticking to his sweat covered skin. 


Bruce groaned, looking up at Steve as he stood poised on the brink of orgasm. 
Next time | see him do that onstage Im going to have a hardon they'll spot from the rafters 


Steve grunted, his eyes squeezing shut, the pressure right behind his balls the last step to oblivion, his cock 
throbbing in Bruce's mouth, the first shot of thick come splashing against the back of his throat. Bruce sucked 
hard, taking Steve back into his throat and swallowing around the head, giving the sac in his hand an occasional 
squeeze and forcing the come out of his cock, his fingers digging into Steve's thigh. Steve shuddered as the 
last bit of come dripped onto the back of Bruce's tongue, staggering back slightly, shuddering again as Bruce's 
tongue swirled around the head of his cock, catching the last bit. 


"Bludi ‘ell..." 


Taking several unsteady steps back, Steve crashed down on the bed, laying flat on his back and taking deep 
breaths, trying to rein in his racing heart and scattered mind. Feeling the bed move, he rolled his head to he 
side and grinned at Bruce, his head propped up on his hand as he lay beside him. With a drawn out groan, Steve 
pushed himself up, sitting on the edge of the bed and toeing off his shoes. Bruce watched, letting out a low 
whistle as Steve rose and pushed his jeans down, stepping out of them and dropping them beside the bed. 


"You do have quite a nice arse Harry." 


Steve rolled his eyes, shaking his head as he turned back to face the lewdly grinning singer. "When yer done 


bludi talkin’ fink you can get your arse in the bed and not all over it?" 


Bruce scrambled up to lean against the pillow, crossing his legs and putting his arms behind his head. Steve 

raised his eyebrow at the very prominent bulge between his legs, pushed out further by the thickly muscled 
thighs underneath it. Bruce's cock was clearly outlined, the light blue of the faded denim dark near the curve 
of the tip, the material wet from the steady stream of precum oozing from the slit. Steve walked around the 
bed, sliding in next to Bruce and letting out a sigh, reclining on the pillows and reaching for the remote on the 


nightstand. 
"So, should we see wot's on the telly?" 


"What? Just a minute Harris, you think that since you got your fucking jollies that it's done with? Not bloody 
likely! Fucking hell Harry, this is not funny! This is making my bloody teeth ache!" 


Bruce rolled up his knees, crossing his arms over his chest and glaring at the amused bassist. Steve twisted 
his body and set the remote back on the table, sitting up and turning back to face Bruce. Cocking his head, he 


snickered again at the still fuming man. "Yer too bludi quick to jump, you are Bruce." 


Bruce opened his mouth to let fly with another snippy comment, the words becoming a whimper as Steve's 
mouth brushed his. Leaning into the light kiss, Bruce parted his lips, accepting the invasion of Steve's tongue, 
sucking and licking the wedge, a sigh breathed into Steve's mouth when he pressed him around and back down 
onto the pillows. 


Stretching out beside him, Steve buried his face in Bruce's neck, nipping the skin, his hand resting just above 
Bruce's knee, his fingers tracing random patterns over the curve of muscle. Steve's hand inched higher until it 
was resting in the crease of Bruce's upper thigh, the tips of his fingers pressing against Bruce's heavy sac. 
Bruce watched as Steve's hand moved over the bulge in his jeans and pressed on his cock, causing Bruce to 


moan and swallow hard, his hips pushing up to meet the questing hand. 


Steve traced the outline of Bruce's cock through his jeans, sliding his hand along the length of it, rubbing and 
pinching the head, dragging his fingers back down the shaft and cupping Bruce's balls, rolling them in his palm. 
Bruce swore and placed his hand over Steve's, moving it to the button at the top of his fly. Steve grinned, 
toying with the button before easing it open, parting the zipper so slowly that Bruce could swear he felt every 
set of teeth separate. 


"Fuck Steve, I'm dying here, do something" The lowest part of the zipper finally open, Steve slid his hand inside 
the tight denim and wrapped his hand around Bruce's cock. Bruce leaned back, closing his eyes and gasping as 
he felt Steve's hand close around him. Steve tugged the hard bar of flesh free, working his hand up and down 
the turgid pole, squeezing the head gently at the top of each stroke, running his hand all the way down to the 
base of the shaft to the metal ring. Bruce could feel his cock throbbing in Steve's grip, his eyes slitted as he 
watched the torturous progression of Steve's hands, the rough calluses on the bassist's fingers dragging over 
the silken skin. Bruce watched, mesmerized, as Steve's hand began moving up and down faster and faster on his 


cock, twisting his wrist and squeezing the shaft. Uncontrollable thrusts of Bruce's hips pounded his cock against 


Steve's hand, his breath staggering as his balls tightened. 
"Fuck Harry, l'm.. fuck" 


The sound was close to a sob, Bruce struggling to come, the metal ring preventing his seed from spilling over 
the rough hand wanking his cock. Steve's voice vibrated over his neck 


"Enuff? Should | take it off?" 
Bruce shook his head wildly. "No not yet but Christ Harry fuck me..." 


Giving the purpled head one last squeeze, Steve rolled off the bed and retrieved the lube from the dresser. 
Bruce shimmied out of his jeans, tearing off his shoes and socks and rolling everything into a ball and chucking 
it across the room, Steve's eyebrows shooting upward as the bundle flew past him. Bruce licked his lips, 


staring at Steve's hardened cock, the heavy set of balls and thick shaft swaying as Steve crossed to the bed. 
"Bit anxious Bruce?" 


Laughing as he climbed back on the bed, Steve moved between Bruce's legs, opening the cap and squirting some 
of the thick liquid onto his fingers. Leaning over Bruce, he braced one hand next to his side, dropping his head 
and rasping his tongue over the hollow in Bruce's throat. Bruce tilted his head back, soft sounds of pleasure 
dripping from his lips as Steve licked and sucked his throat, grazing his teeth over the skin and moving down 
onto Bruce's chest as the tip of his finger grazed his hole. 


Steve's teeth closed over his nipple as his finger slipped inside, the combined spark of pleasure bordering on 
the edge of pain. Bruce's fists tangled in the sheets, garbled curses and sounds released by harsh panting 
breaths, growing in volume as a second finger joined the first, Steve's mouth nipping sharply at Bruce's 


stomach. 
‘Oh for fuck's.. Harry!" 


Bruce struggled up, bracing himself on his arm and frantically gathered Steve's hair in his free hand, holding it 
back and watching the slow disappearance of his shaft into Steve's mouth. Every instinct screamed at Bruce to 
bury himself in the hot wet cavern surrounding his cock, the lips soft but firm around him, the rough rasp of 
Steve's tongue making him shiver. 


Steve could feel the rush of Bruce's blood in the steady throb of the cock in his mouth as well as the pulse 
against his fingers. Drawing his mouth up the shaft, he let his teeth graze the head as it slipped from 
between his lips. Moving his head, he pulled his hair free of Bruce's hand, letting it fall over his groin and thigh. 
Bruce grunted, shuddering at the soft tickle of the curls on his skin, looking down at the dark eyes watching 


him. 


"Bruce." 


A low moan was the best Bruce could manage in answer, Steve's fingers now fucking him with teasing strokes, 
the thick curtain of hair brushing over his painfully hard cock. Steve wrapped several strands of hair around 
the shaft and started the slow teasing stroking of his cock again, this time adding the friction of the hair to 
the rough touch of his fingers. Giving Bruce a sly grin, he curled his fingers inside him. Bruce fell back on the 
bed, his hand skittering around and finally latching onto a pillow, pulling it beside him and turning his head to 
press his face in it and bury the scream, drawing a nasty chuckle from Steve as he curled his fingers again, 
rubbing them against Bruce's prostate. 


"Bruce." 


This time Bruce managed to raise his head, making a rather vague mental note of the maddening self satisfied 


grin on Steve's face. "You ready to take it off?" 


Bruce nodded, reaching for the ring, groaning when Steve sat up, the silken ropes of hair unwrapping from his 
cock with a sweetly burning caress. Steve eased his fingers out, catching Bruce's hand and preventing it from 
removing the ring. Walking forward on his knees, Steve pressed against the back of Bruce's thighs, another 
dark laugh filling the room as Bruce's legs lifted without prompting, draping over Steve's wide spread thighs. 
Turning Bruce's hand up, Steve picked up the lube and flipped open the cap, squeezing it out onto his palm. 


A quick flick and Steve tossed the lube to the side, applying enough pressure to draw Bruce's hand toward his 
cock. Bruce grinned, reaching eagerly for the hard shaft and closing his hand around it, feeling the shudder 
from Steve as the cool liquid touched his heated skin. Holding still, Bruce let Steve fuck his hand, spreading the 
lube from the tip to the base. Steve swore, pulling out of Bruce's hand. Bruce lifted his legs, closing his eyes at 
the first touch of Steve's tip against his hole. 


Look at me. 


Bruce eyes snapped open; he would swear the voice was in his head, the words unspoken but understood. He 
groaned, feeling the pressure as the muscle stretched around the blunt head of Steve's cock, his eyes caught 
in the lust-darkened gaze. Steve leaned his weight forward, bracing himself on his hands, grunting as the flared 
head pushed past the tight ring, part of the shaft sliding easily behind it. 


Bruce wrapped his legs around Steve's waist, his hands gripping Steve's shoulders. He let out a breath he didn't 
even realize he had been holding when he felt Steve's balls nestle against his arse, the thick cock deep inside 
him. The light brush of Steve's fingers over the weeping head of his cock sent a bolt down his spine. 


“Ere it goes...” 


The opening of the ring caused a variety of reactions. The sudden influx of feeling back into his balls made 
Bruce yelp, arching up off the bed and impaling himself deeper on Steve's cock, the muscles flexing around the 
buried shaft and making Steve growl, his hips grinding against Bruce. Steve pulled back, leaving just the head of 
his cock inside Bruce, slowly thrusting forward and sinking inside. Bruce grunted, tightening his legs around 


Steve and rocking his hips. "Harder, Steve, harder" 


Bruce cried out, his fingers digging into Steve's shoulders as the pace and strength of the thrusts increased, 
the room filling with the sounds of flesh hitting flesh, Steve's low groans and hard grunts layered over the 
sharp squeals from Bruce as Steve's cock rubbed over his prostate. Steve's hand fumbled between them, 
wrapping strong fingers around Bruce's cock and wanking it roughly, each stroke in time with the sharp jabs of 


his cock into Bruce's hole. 


Steve ground his teeth, the heat and the grip of Bruce's passage pulling at his cock, the heavy precum flowing 
from the tip mixing with the lube and making it slide easily back and forth. The frantic pace, combined with the 
heat and the pulse throbbing through his cock and hand made his balls draw up, tightening in his sac and 
preparing to empty their load into the gripping walls surrounding his cock. 


Bruce's head thrashed, his vision narrowing as his cock swelled in Steve's hand, the edges blacking out to bring 
into focus the expression on the face above him. Steve's teeth were bared, the cords of muscle in his neck 
and chest gleaming with sweat, the heavy locks of hair falling around Bruce's face and chest as he snarled and 


dropped his head, his teeth snapping together at the junction of Bruce's shoulder and neck 


The spike of pain brought a loud squeal from Bruce, his cock jumping in Steve's twisting grip, the first arc of 
come splattering both their chests. Steve pushed up on his arm, arching his body away from Bruce's and 
throwing his head back, his hand stroking and squeezing several more spurts of seed from Bruce's cock. Bruce 
shuddered, his body shaking under Steve as he came, the tight softness inside clamping down like a vise on 
Steve's cock Through the roar in his ears, Bruce heard Steve shout out a curse, his cock jerking inside Bruce, 
thick heavy jets of seed coating the clutching walls. 


Steve shuddered, his cock twitching one last time inside the come slick tunnel, the last drops of Bruce's seed 
dribbling down the side of the head and onto his fingers. Panting, he carefully pulled out, flopping over on his 
back next to Bruce, both of them trying to catch their breath and gather their wits. Without turning his head, 
Steve reached over and began drawing circles in the ropes of cum on Bruce's chest and stomach. Bruce 
shivered, the muscles jumping under the skin as Steve smeared the slippery liquid around. 


"You know that's a right pain to get out of the hair don't you?" 


Steve snickered, letting his head fall to the side and regarding Bruce with heavy lidded eyes. "Yeah, but it's not 


my ‘air." Steve rolled onto his side and propped himself up on his elbow, grinning at Bruce. 

"You know," muttered Bruce weakly, "I used to think about your hair when | would be having a wank." 
Steve groaned, shaking his head. "I didn’ need to know about tha’, Bruce." 

Bruce stretched, wincing as the slight pain from his arse. "No, you probably didn't" 


Steve reached over and tweaked Bruce's nipple, easily dodging the lazy smack aimed at his head. "I'm takin’ a 


shower." Sitting up, he threw his legs over the side of the bed and rose, walking over to his bag and gathering 


several things. Reaching the bathroom doorway, he turned to look at Bruce. "You comin'?" 


Steve frowned at the heavy sigh from the smaller man. Easing his tender arse over to the edge of the bed, 
Bruce stood, swearing softly as he hobbled toward the bathroom. Misreading the frown on Steve's face, Bruce 
grinned. "It's not as bad as last time." Steve shook his head, putting his arm up and blocking Bruce from 


entering the room. Bruce cocked his head, his face puzzled. 
"What?" 

"Exactly Bruce, wot?" 

"Nothing Harry, can we just... 


Bruce's voice petered out as Steve grabbed his wrist, turning him around. The smug grin firmly in place, Steve 
ran his fingers up Bruce's arm and over his shoulder, cupping the back of his neck. His lips were firm, his 
tongue light and teasing as he kissed Bruce thoroughly, grinning at the shaky breath Bruce took in when his 
mouth was finally freed. Clearing his throat, Bruce ducked under Steve's arm and yelped as his feet hit the 
cold tile, shooting a finger over his shoulder at the laugh from behind him. 


A short time later, Bruce turned off the light and made his way to the bed where Steve was already 
stretched out, half asleep and half watching the telly. Bruce fidgeted for a minute, nearly jumping out of his 


skin when a pillow smacked him in the face. 


Bending over, he groaned as the movement stretched already complaining muscles. Picking the pillow up off of 


the floor he cocked his head and pouted at Steve. "Was that really necessary?" 
"It was. Stop standin’ there waitin’ for an engraved invitation and turn out the bludi light" 


Bruce hopped into the bed, swearing loudly as he landed on his arse. Steve laughed, throwing an arm up to 
ward off the return shot from the same pillow. Bruce tucked the pillow behind his head, reaching over and 
turning off the lamp beside the bed before scooting down and pulling the blankets up. A soft click plunged the 
room into darkness as Steve turned off the telly, the clatter of the remote breaking the sudden silence. Bruce 
turned on his side, sighing and burrowing his face into the pillow, hearing Steve shift and get comfortable 
behind him. 


Too bad he wouldnt.. 


A shift of the mattress preceded the weight of an arm slung over Bruce's waist, the hair on Steve's chest 
tickling his back, his groin curving around Bruce's arse. A soft touch of lips to the side of his neck, followed by 
the drifting warmth of exhaled breaths against his skin brought a satisfied grin to Bruce's face, still plastered 
on even as he drifted off to sleep. 


Waiting for their bags to be loaded, Bruce grinned at Steve, the dark eyes inscrutable behind the sunglasses 
but the raised brows over the top acknowledging the bassist's attention. 


"Somefink you wanted, Bruce?" 


Bruce cleared his throat, tilting his head toward Steve and lowering his voice. "Some idea of how l'm going to 


get through the bloody show tonight with this thing on." 


Worse than the aggravating grin, the irritating snicker and that bloody annoying braying laugh that had grated 
his nerves the night before was the smug expression that met his words. "I said | didn't fink it was a good 


idea." 


"No Harry, what you said was you didn't think | could do it, so therefore it was a bad idea Which of course, 


ensured that | would indeed wear it, just to prove you wrong." 


Steve flashed him a wicked grin, making the already tight situation in the front of Bruce's pants even tighter. 
"Wotever works, Bruce." Steve's attention shifted over Bruce's shoulder. "Right on time H" 


"Morning lads, er afternoon | guess." Adrian set his bag next to the car, giving them both a grin. "The rest 
meeting up with us at the airport?" 


"Right, so we'd best be off" Bruce held back, letting Adrian duck into the car first. Bending to climb in himself, 
Bruce winced, the pressure against his cock giving him a rush of pleasure, the pulling at the muscles of his 


still tender arse spiking it higher. 


"You ok Bruce?" Adrian turned his head, watching as Bruce settled into the seat next to him. "You looked a bit 


pained." 


Steve coughed, taking the seat on the other side of Bruce and pulling his leg in, giving a nod to the doorman. 
The dull thunk of the heavy door closing gave Bruce a moment to collect his thoughts. Keeping his face devoid 
of expression, he nodded at Adrian. "Fine mate, just slept a bit off. Felt like something in the bed kept poking at 
me all night." 


Adrian pursed his lips, bringing his hand up and scratching his chin. Peering around Bruce, he grinned at the 
flush of color on Steve's face. "Right, might have been that same thing that left the bite mark on your neck 
Steve?" 


Steve's head shot up. "Wot?" Sliding forward, he gathered his hair in his hands and studied his neck in the 
mirrored backsplash of the bar. He nearly shrieked when he saw the reddened area on his throat, right above 


the neckline of his shirt. 


Adrian leaned back in his seat, shaking his head and gazing at his band mates. He crossed his arms and adjusted 
his cap over his eyes, staring at them from under the brim, sniggering quietly. 


"Sick bastards." 
"Adrian, wot..2" Steve cursed, taking off his sunglasses and turning worried eyes on Bruce. 


"Not to worry mate, but a bit of advice." Leaning his head back to look at them, Adrian winked. "Always take a 


minute to muss the bed in the other room, that way no one's the wiser.” 


Chuckling at the dumbfounded expressions on Steve and Bruce's faces, Adrian closed his eyes and settled in for 


the ride to the airport. 


